in ^^ direction, but too little to be able to rest on my
laurels and make my preparations for the struggle; and
therefore now I am staking everything on one card*
A few words more. Supposing I die in this raid, I want
these facts to be clear: the first is sentimentality. I've sent
so many men on dangerous exploits, sent them to the gallows,
and in case I perish now that will be a kind of moral satis-
faction to those silent heroes who will learn that their chief
did not despise their work and didn't send them as tools
to do the dirty work, keeping for himself the clean.
The second is stern necessity—money! Let the devil take
it. I despise it, but I prefer to take it as booty in a fight
than to beg for it from the Polish community which has be-
come childish from cowardice. For I have no money and
money I must have for my aims.
Third, I want to show by this example of myself—a man
who has been called a noble Socialist, a man of whom even his
enemies do not say foul things, a man then who has been
of some little service in the general culture of the nation—
I wish to underline with my own person this bitter, this very
bitter truth—that in a community which doesn't know how to
fight for itself, which steps back at every stroke of the whip
in the face, men must die even in actions which are not lofty,
beautiful and great.
That's all. And now best greetings to you and to all my
good friends with whom we shared so many dreams, so many
exploits, and mutual affection.
Yours, and theirs,
Ziuk.
Final plans were made. Some disguises were pro-
cured. They got a boat, a yellow cart, a team of horses
and harness. Seven picked men came from the mining
district—workmen, each strong enough to handle a
company. Pilsudski had fixed the number at nineteen:
six to throw the bombs and attack the escort—they
must be very quick and determined; four to get the
money from the postal van, after the escort was subdued
—they must be especially cool and calm; he was to be
in this group, even though it was his first experience
in a raid; eight men to occupy the station, destroy
the telegraph and telephone apparatus, and keep the
public in check—passengers on the train and those in
the waiting room—they must be very active; the last
man was to stay with the horses and cart. The password
was to be Komuna (th$ Eevolution, in Eussian).
The evening of the eighteenth they all met at one
of the Wilno apartments. They went over the plans

